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      Though thirty years apart, Evie and Lou are best friends. They’ve shared everything…until now. Lou harbors a secret that she’s finally ready to reveal. As Evie comes to terms with the shocking news, she meets Gabriel, whose presence awakens her heart, offering comfort and hope amid despair. As friendships intertwine, one thing is certain: Their lives will never be the same.

      With themes of love, faith, and ties that transcend time, Heaven Sent is an inspirational romance novelette that focuses on resilience and the profound connections that carry us through life’s most difficult moments.
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      My pulse raced as I sat on the couch, hands clenched, waiting for Evie. I had a secret to tell her—one she should’ve known a year ago.

      Gripping my cane, I hobbled to the front window, eager to see if she had arrived. Despite our thirty-year age gap, we had become best friends: kindred souls, ‌bound by long walks, laughter, and heart-to-hearts that never felt forced.

      When I turned around, my vision zeroed in on the shiny, sunlit zipper of my workout bag that lay slouched by the door, untouched. I hadn’t bothered to put it away after my gym membership lapsed.

      I sighed.

      Pain had halted my routines, except for visits with Evie, but since she was finishing out the school year, we hadn’t seen each other much.

      I smiled at a photo of us eating ice cream on a road trip last summer. We laughed until we cried, trading stories that were too absurd to be true. I loved listening to her talk; it always brought us closer. She could tell me anything, and I had told her everything. Until now.

      This secret was different: not funny, light, or easy. It was heavy, and I didn’t know how she’d take it. Would it change everything between us?

      A sharp, stabbing pain ripped through my chest, and my body trembled. Sweat coated my forehead. I stumbled back onto the sofa, an invisible weight crushing my lungs. Last year, Dr. Grace said that I’d eventually feel this way.

      My gaze latched onto a photo of Evie and me at the candy store, and gradually, my pulse calmed.

      These sensations were worse now than they had been three years ago when Crossroads Middle School forced me to resign. It had been my second home, my whole world, but they didn’t have the funds to keep me. That’s what they said, but I knew better. Using the computer had become too difficult, and other tasks slowed me down.

      My heart still ached at not seeing Evie every day.

      The slam of a car door interrupted my thoughts.

      She had arrived.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            EVIE

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      A chill crept up my spine, and I shuddered despite the summer’s warmth. God, I hope everything is okay.

      Lou lived on the corner of Trinity Lane in a neighborhood dotted with manicured lawns and vibrant gardens. Her gray, two-story stucco home stood in stark contrast with its vine-tangled walls and weed-infested flowerbeds.

      As I approached the front step, the door flung open.

      I grinned, trying to shake the unease coiling in my chest. “Hi, Lou. How are you?”

      “Well…” Her eyes flicked to a dying birch tree.

      “Yes?” I sang, hoping to coax a smile, but her gaze, heavy with sorrow, didn’t meet mine.

      “Are you all right?” I asked, noticing Lou hadn’t brushed her bright red hair and wasn’t wearing her sparkly green hat.

      “I could be better.” Her face tightened.

      My hand fidgeted with the hem of my shirt. “What happened?”

      She didn’t answer. Instead, she turned and led me into the living room.

      Vintage plates and delicate glassware covered nearly every surface, while porcelain dolls lounged on an armchair. Above the white-painted mantel, a large mirror reflected the room’s controlled chaos. A row of tiny glass figurines—animals and children—lined the ledge beneath. The distinct tick of the grandfather clock echoed in the stillness.

      Lou sat in a chair and cleared her throat, drawing my attention. “You should sit.”

      I sank into the couch, dread creeping over me.

      “I need to tell you something,” she began, her voice unsteady. “My doctor said…”

      My stomach twisted with fear. Oh no, this doesn’t sound good.

      She stared at the floor. “I have breast cancer.”

      Time stopped.

      The room faded, and the walls closed in as my mind raced back to when we had met.

      It was my first day on the job at Crossroads Middle School in our small town of Mercy, Minnesota. An older woman stood from her desk and walked over to the counter, her lanyard of keys jingling with each step. In the sweetest voice, she asked, “How can I help you, dear?”

      “I’m the new social worker. My name’s Evie,” I said, stretching the e-sound at the end of my name.

      “Glad to meet you. I’m Louise—Lou for short. You’re going to love it here!” She beamed.

      In one of our earliest conversations, Lou told me her parents had passed, and her friends had moved out of state. I didn’t have family or many friends either, so we became family—me, the daughter she always wanted, and Lou, the mother I always needed.

      Lou’s whimper brought me back to the room.

      “Cancer?” I whispered, disbelief thick in my voice. She’s only seventy, still so young. Please, God, don’t take her from me.

      Lou reached for a Kleenex from the table. “I’ve been in pain for months—I lost track of time…”

      My jaw dropped open.

      She added, “I hate going to the clinic, so I didn’t go until the pain was unbearable. That day, my doctor broke the news to me. I’m sorry for not telling you last year.”

      Last year? Why am I just finding this out? We’re best friends, and we tell each other everything. My heart shattered as questions swirled. Is she going to die? Tears blurred my vision as I struggled to speak.

      When I didn’t respond, Lou’s voice cracked. “I didn’t want to…burden you…or believe it was true.”

      “You’ll never be a burden.” Guilt bloomed within. Why hadn’t I seen her more often, and how had I missed signs of her suffering?

      Lou studied me quietly, then said, “I’ve felt worse these past few weeks. I hurt all over. Some days, I can hardly move. That’s why I needed to tell you now.”

      I went over to her, and she fell into my arms. Holding her tight, I didn’t want to let go. I cried, bracing myself for what could come next.

      When she pulled away, we sat together again. My chin trembled, and I asked, “Have you considered…chemo? Medication? Is it reversible? It’s not terminal, is it?”
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